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This damage, though, less than the others, had exasperated him. In spite of his efforts to banish the Barbarians from his thoughts, he was continually reminded of them. Their excesses were confused with his daughter's shame, and he wished that all those of his household who knew, might not mention it to him. But something impelled him to plunge deeper in his misfortune, and, taken with an inquisitorial rage, he paid visits of inspection to the hangars, behind the house of commerce, examining the stores and supplies of bitumen, wood, anchors, cordage, honey, and wax ; then the magazines of fabrics, the reserves of provisions, not forgetting the marble yards and the granary of sil-phium.
Then he crossed to the opposite side of the gardens, inspecting with keen scrutiny in their cabins the domestic artisans whose products were sold ; watched the tailors as they embroidered mantles, some as they knotted the nets, others who combed the wool for cushions or exit out sandals, and viewed the Egyptian workers polishing papyrus with a shell. The shuttles of the weavers clacked, and the armourers' anvils clanged. To these last craftsmen he said:
" Forge swords! Always forge! I shall need them." And he pulled from his breast the antelope skin, macerated in poisons, he had but recently taken out of the silver vat, and ordered them to cut and fashion from it a breastplate, for him, that would be more solid than brass, and invulnerable alike to weapons or names. As soon as he had reached the various workers,